POPULAR TALES

powers of tailor, hatter, and hosier could spread around his
person. Miss Belle Perkins, who had hitherto looked down
upon our hero as a reptile of Cranbourne Alley, beheld his
metamorphosis with surprise and admiration. And she, who
had formerly been heard to say c she would not touch him with
a pair of tongs,' now unreluctantly gave him her envied hand
at a ball at Bagnigge Wells. Report farther adds that, at tea,
Miss Belle whispered, loud enough to be heard, that since his
queer father's death, Leonard Ludgate had turned out quite a
genteeler sort of person than could have been expected,

1 Upon this hint he spake.' His fair one, after assuming
all proper and becoming airs upon the occasion, suffered her-
self to be prevailed upon to call, with her mother and a friend,
at Mr. Ludgate's house in Cranbourne Alley, to see whether it
could be possibly inhabited by a lady of her taste and con-
sequence.

As Leonard handed her out of her hackney-coach, she
exclaimed, * Bless us, and be we to go up this paved lane, and
through the shop, before we can get to the more creditabler
apartments ?'

' I'm going to cut a passage off, the shop, which I've long
had in contemplation/ replied our hero ; ' only I can't get light
into it cleverly.3

c Oh ! a lamp in the style of a chandnleer will do vastly well
by night, which is the time one wants one's house to put the
best foot foremost, for company ; and by clay we can make a
shift, somehow or other, I daresay. Any thing's better than
trapesing through a shop ; which is a thing I've never been
used to, and cannot reconcile myself to by any means.'

Leonard immediately acceded to this scheme of the dark
passage by day, and the chandaleer by night; and he hurried
his fair one through the odious shop to the more creditabler
apartments. She was handed above, about, and underneath.
She found every particle of the house wanted modernising
immensely, and was altogether smaller than she could ever
have conceived beforehand. Our hero, ambitious at once to
show his gallantry, spirit, and taste, incessantly protested he
would adopt every improvement Miss Belle Perkins could
suggest ; and he declared that the identical same ideas had
occurred to him a hundred and a hundred times, during his
poor father's lifetime: but he could never make the old gentle-
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